ALONG  THE  ROAD

with thenij they are nothing of the kind). Then
one passes, they disappear. Each of Miss Mans-
field's stones is a window into a lighted room.
The glimpse of the inhabitants sipping their tea
and punch is enormously exciting. But one
knows nothing, when one has passed3 of what
they are really like. That is why3 however thril-
ling at a first reading, her stories do not wear.
Tchekov's do ; but then he had lived with his
people as well as looked at them through the
window. The travel!er's-eye view of men and
women is not satisfying. A man might spend
his life in trains and restaurants and know nothing
of humanity at the end. To know5 one must be
an actor as well as a spectator* One must dine
at home as well as in restaurants5 must give up the
amusing game of peeping in at unknown windows
to live quietly^ flatly5 unexcitingly indoors. Still,
the game, if it is kept as an occasional diversion
and not treated as the serious business of life, is a
very good one. And on a journey it is your only
travelling picquet